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Ain\'t nothin without your Touch 


Author's Notes: 

| love Alice Cooper and the character his \"old flame\" is based on. | mean no disrespect or harm, | don\'t 
claim any of this every truly took place. 

Feedback/ constructive criticism welcome. 

The concept and title came to me while listening to Alice\’s Hell Is Living Without You, as well as viewing pics of 
Alice and aforementioned \‘old flame.\' 


December 1988, Detroit, MI, USA 


The show went as planned ; well, for a while anyway. More than halfway through, | went backstage to quickly 
get changed and to make sure my boa, Mistress, was ready. | peeled off my boots and pants quickly, then my 
shirt, waiting for wardrobe to bring the replacement clothes. That's when | heard that sultry voice I'd thought 
I'd never hear again, not live anyway. It came from behind, 


"Looking good, baby," 


| sneer, 


"Steven the Demon of Screamin’ Tyler" 

and whip around, stark naked. He's standing there in his tattered and tight low - ride jeans, black t shirt, his 
hair a disheveled mane cascading over the shoulders of his heavy leather jacket. | quiver when his eyes meet 
mine before running down my body slowly, and then back up again. My heart flips at the fact that he's seeing 
me naked, open, vulnerable. It's thrilling and frightening all at once. My brain says, 

"Remember the pain,the heartache, Alice." 

My body, my heart says, 


"Remember the pleasure, the passion, Alice." 


Steven issues that sensuous chuckle that you hear at the beginning of "Love In An Elevator." 
| quickly tell my assistant to have the band launch into an extended instrumental until | come back out. He 


agrees, not meeting my gaze, and disappears. 


Steven's still staring at me, taking in every curve, angle, every exposed crevice of my body, and says, 
"Damn, Alice, you're still beautiful,” 

moving toward me. 

Not quite believing my eyes, and feeling my body betray my emotion, | let myself be pulled into his embrace. 
| hear myself ask, in a quivering voice, 

"Do you like what you see, really?" 

Needing his affirmative, and his touch, | lean into him, pressing tightly against him. 


He hugs me tightly to his chest before 
cupping my buttocks in his hands the way he knows | can't resist, pulling me close, and 


whispering in my ear, 


"Yeah, baby, | love what | see. | just didn't think I'd see it as soon as you walked in the room." 


He lets out a long breathe, caressing my ass cheeks, lingering over my fluttering hole. 


He rocks his hips toward me, unabashedly bumping his groin into mine . Long, elegant fingers trail up my 
crease, up my spine, around my shoulders, and down my chest. He kisses 

me deeply, rubbing those famous lips all over my mouth and twists my nipples in his fingers. | start to feel 
tingly and slightly light-headed at his touch and lean further into him, feeling my dick twitch against him. It's 
been three years since I've been this close to him. My mind, body, and soul react the exact same way they 
always have: melting in his presence, 


decidedly un- "Alice" -like. 
My assistant comes back just then, dropping his eyes to the floor and clearing his throat. 


| pull away from Steven, breathlessly, and start pulling my clothes on, and say to him, 
‘Listen, its great to see you, but .." 


Steven smirks and steps back another couple inches, saying, 


"I know, you've got to get back to the stage, I'll wait .." 
| fluff up my hair and ask Steven, 


"How's my makeup? Not smudged?" 


He smiles and says, 
"Nah, ghoulish as ever." 


"Good, but you've got to give me a minute alone, got to get back in character." 


"Hmmm," 
is all he says before stepping into the 
outer hall. 


Putting Steven and everything else thought out of my head, | bring 

"Alice" back to the forefront of my 

consciousness, staring into the mirror until | can feel him take over, until the blue 
eyes staring back at me are his cold ones 


and the smile Steven put on my face has become ‘Alice's’ sneer. 


| get Mistress settled over my shoulders, 


feeling comfortable, anchored even, under 


the twelve feet and sixty pounds of her. 


Back onstage, she coils around my torso 

for "Be My Lover" in her gentle way, responding to the way | coo to her, caressing and licking her smooth skin 
| dedicate "Steven" to ‘an old friend; smiling to myself. If the audience 

only knew! Somewhere, l'm sure Tyler's guffawing 


at my choice in dedications. 


The show wraps up with "Welcome to My Nightmare", "Only Women Bleed", "No More Nice Guy", and our usual 
closer, "Elected" | introduce the band, thank the audience, take a bow, and head backstage. I'm frustrated, but 

not entirely surprised, to find that Steven's no longer there. Attempting to shrug it off, | strip off my clothes, 
and head for the shower. | stay under the hot spray longer than usual, soaping up my entire, weary body, 


loneliness and frustration descending upon me. 


When | reach my dressing room, | find him lying on my bed, stretched out in all his naked glory. The sight 
causes my breath to hitch before he purrs 

"C'mere baby," 

sounding like the intro to that pop song of his I've teased him about. In my slightly frenzied state, its’ title 
escapes me. For the second time that night, I'm helplessly drawn in. And | like it: 


| go from being relaxed to frustrated to aroused instantly and lay down beside him, pulling him flush against 


me. 


‘I've missed you," 
| breathe before kissing those full lips he's offering me. It starts out soft and sweet; exploring and tasting 
eachother's mouths, but it's not long before my tongue slithers between his lips, hungrily tasting him. 


| feel Steven's legs drift apart and my hand takes over where his had begun, stroking his length from his balls 
to the tip of his dick He shudders beneath me, reaching around to run his fingers over my hole. The sensation 
makes me shiver with excitement, and | 


squeeze him gently, murmuring into his mouth, 
| want this inside me, baby, want it bad" 


He breathily asks me, 


"You got lube here?" 


| pull away to reach into the desk drawer beside us, and lay down on the bed. He kisses me once again before 
sliding a pillow under my lower back and | stretch my legs out, far apart. 


"God, Alice. I've missed you, missed touching you," 


He says all this while he's dropping kisses 
all over my face and neck. He stops short when his lips graze the fading, jagged scar that runs all along my 
throat. He gasps, raising up to look in my eyes, saying, 


"Holy shit, Alice! Tell me that's not .. no, baby, you didn't try to ." 


Tears spring to my eyes and | turn my head, but Steven's hands gently force me to face him. | squeeze my 
eyes shut, the tears flowing freely now. All the pain of our breakup comes back in full force. | nod slowly, my 
breath hitches, and | whisper, my eyes open now, watching his reaction, 

"Yes, | did. | was in rehab. Wanted to 

drink so bad, wanted you, but you wouldn't .. so | locked myself in the bathroom, smashed a glass and slashed 
my throat, wrists too." 


| raise my arms then, showing him their scars. 


I'm pulled into the past, it's pain and agony, and continue, 

"| actually liked the feeling. The pain matched the pain in my heart. It's sick, but | liked feeling the warm blood 
flowing out, covering my chest, my arms. | was so fucked up, Steven, | LIKED it. | figured, this is the last thing 
Ill ever feel. Next time | woke up, | was in a straitjacket, in a private room After | quit struggling, they 
upgraded me to tying my hands to the bed. Once they undid those, | tried to pull out my feeding tube, | 
wouldn't eat, you see. 


So it was back to being tied to the bed for a while, until they figured | was stable. Stable!" 


| laugh manicially at the thought, feeling more bitterness than pure humor. | hadn't realized | actually needed 
to talk about any of it, but then | look at Steven's stricken face, he looks heartbroken. | stop my meloncholy 
musing. 


"Baby, | know it's hard for you to see, hear this. | really can't talk about it right now. | shouldn't. | will later, if 


you want me to. | promise. Please. Just .. right now, just make love to me. I've needed you, and waited so long, 
Steven. " 


He looks at me for a long time, torn between his sadness and my need. Tears are in his eyes when he resumes 


kissing and touching me. | feel myself opening to you his touch. 


He says, 
"Okay, baby, but only ‘cause you asked. | love you. Hate to see you sad ..” 


"I know, baby, | know. Touch me. Need your touch," 

| groan in sadness and in need, and he seems to get it because he starts to rub and knead my ass over and 
over while | close my eyes. Spreading my cheeks apart, he swirls his finger around my hole, gently entering 
me, and | start to writhe beneath his touch. 

"You like it when | do that, baby? | love to 

do it to you, you know." 


l'm panting at the exquisite sensation, barely able to speak, 


"I love it when you put your fingers in me .. damn baby, you know ..fuck, just how to touch me." 


His slick finger gently pushes all the way into me and | thrust my hips up to meet it, groaning, 
"God, that feels good. Another one; give your favorite freak another finger, 


Demon." 


He chuckles under his breath before sighing contededly, 
"Thought you'd forgotten | call you that, 

Freak." 

and pulls his index finger out, meeting my gaze while he pours lube on index and middle finger. | take a deep 
breath, opening further for him before he slides 

both fingers in and starts to pulse them in 

and out. | clench around them, feeling 

awash with the pleasure they give me and 

start to grind onto them, my eyes 

fluterring closed. He increases his pace 

before sliding yet another slick digit inside 

me and twisting his wrist slightly . By this 

time, l'm over-wrought and bucking 

underneath him like a mechanical bull. He 

kisses along my jaw To my ear, whispering, 


"Love to see you like this, so hungry, so abandoned; it's beautiful.” 


| gasp, 
"Steven ." 


He rubs his nose against mine and | open my eyes to look into his choclately brown ones, so full of love, and 


desire. 


| whisper, 


‘Im ready, baby. You know | am. Ready for you to fuck me hard .. please” 


He brushes my hair back on one side before whispering in my ear, 


"I know, baby, but l'm gonna make you come first .. would you like that?" 


| attempt to answer him, but trip over 

the words when his lips slide all the way 

down my hard cock, taking me all in 

Rubbing his lips and tongue all over me, humming softly all the while, and still rubbing those magic fingers in 
and out, in and out. 


"Damn, Steven, its so good, you know l'm not gonna last, can you feel it? I'm gonna ." 


He murmurs around me, 


"Let it go, baby, come for me .. mmm .." 


| hiss, 

Its for you, take it" 

My words end in an inarticulate series of gasps, moans, and pleas just as | think | can't possibly 

stand anymore, he crooks his fingers, brushing against my prostate. | come in a flood of slow, steady fluid, 
whimpering and writhing ceaselessly. He pulls my body flush against him, holding me until the tremors of my 
orgasm have stopped and brings his lips to mine for another long kiss. | taste myself on his lips and am nearly 
undone all over again, threading my hands through his tangled hair. 

Steven kisses me over and over, running his tongue through every crevice of my mouth, murmuring, 

"That was awesome, Freak, baby. Always 


loved it the way you come like that .. and your taste .." 


He punctuates his statement by wrapping 

his arms around me so tightly | can barely 

breathe, murmuring my name like a mantra, and kissing me feverishly all at the same time. Finally he pulls his 
fingers 

out and positions himself between my outstretched, trembling legs. 

| bring the lube back over, and he pours it into my upturned palm. | slide it all over his erection with near glee 


and as he enters me | whisper, 


‘| love you, you know," 

before closing my eyes and surrendering myself to the pleasure building within me 

again He starts to rock his hips into me; slowly, until | grasp him tightly and bring him to me frantically. | 
wrap my legs around his slender waist and grind onto him with manic force. Steven gives up trying to tame 


me, clenches my ass cheeks 


and drives into me roughly. Within minutes, I'm at the edge again, screaming at my release, dragginga scream 
from his lips. | grunt and moan wildly ike some feral cat until the tremors finally stop, clinging to Steven's 
warmth. He rests against me heavily, murmuring my name until collecting himself enough to 


raise up, stare into my eyes, 
"Damn, Alice, you're like a wildcat.” 


He catches his breath and sighs, 
"I love you too, Alice. More than you know. I've really missed you. so much. | really did want to be gentle with 


you, you know?" 


| squeeze him and say, 


"I know, but you know how | am. When | get like that, | need it rough, so it." 


"So it hurts," 
He finishes the thought for me, with a sigh. 


"You've always been like that. If you're angry you hurt the person you're sleeping with. If you're hurting, you 


make them hurt you.” 


Against my will, my eyes get heavier by the 
minute and my body seems to melt further into the bed. | finally let my lids close and Steven presses a gentle 


kiss on my lips while brushing my hair away from my face. 


| know he was talking about the actual sex act when he says | make people hurt me, but | suddenly feel 
exposed, vulnerable, and with a meanness | don't fully intend, | sneer, 


"| didn't MAKE you hurt me, that was your choice." 


| roll over away from him then, curling my body up around itself. He pulls at my shoulder, 

"C'mon, Alice, you know what I'm talking about. You're intentionally confusing 

what just happened with what happened three years ago. If you need me to be 

literal, fine. You make me physically hurt 

you because, well, | don't know why the fuck you do. Maybe so your physical pain overrides your emotional 
pain? 

| don't pretend to know what goes on in Alice Cooper's head. 

But, no, you've never made me emotionally hurt you. | did that all by myself, although | didn't mean to. Baby, 
you've got to know that" 


He tugs at my shoulder again and | turn cold, icy blue eyes on him. 


"Remember the accident | had with the 
guillotine about a month ago? When | almost didn't get my head out in time, and the guys had to pull me out 


before the blade came down?" 


He nods his head, the horrifying realization dawning. | go on, 
"It wasn't an accident, Steven. Think about 


it, I've done that stunt hundreds of times, | knew exactly what | was doing. Exactly." 


Feeling mean, miserable, and tired, | get up, grab my smokes and walk out to the balcony. | light up and stare 


out at the sleepy city below. 


Ten or so minutes go by before he comes out and stands next to me, taking the pack from my hand and 


lighting his own cigarette. 


"Do you want me to leave, Alice? Is that what you want? I'll leave if you want me to," 

he asks without looking at me. | can hear the despondancy in his voice, and it pains me. | feel bad that | hurt 
him, that | opened 

up a wound that had been healing and rubbed salt into it. Simply so he could feel the pain as vibrantly as | do. | 
sigh and turn to him; he's looking down at our feet. 


"No, | don't. | meant it when | said | loved you, needed you. It's like a war raging inside me, to love you or not. 
To let you love me or not. It's just my way, | know that sounds like a cop-out, but it's true. | know it's 
perverse, but like | say, it's my way to get you to be rough when I'm hurting, or to make you hurt me. Very 
"Alice-like," you could say. | still don't understand why you left me, and it still hurts just like it did. You just 
walked away from me. No explanation, no goodbye, no nothing. I'm trying to forget, but when I'm this close to 


you, it all comes back .. | just need to know ." 


Steven grips my face in his hands and holds me there, unrelenting, as he looks in my eyes and says, 

"Baby, | love you, | really love you. | don't know what | have to say to make you believe that. But, Alice, it's the 
truth. You were so fucking wasted back then. The only time you were sober was onstage. Then you'd walk 
offstage, get drunk, and stay in "Alice"-mode: cold, mean, self-destructive. It was too hard to live with. 


Think about it, babe. Could you survive living with "Alice" 24 - 1?" 


| stare at him, taking in his words, his tears of frustration and pain rolling down his beautiful face, and drop 
my eyes, sullenly saying, 


"No, | couldn't .." 


He pulls my face back up to look at him then, saying, 
"Then why the fuck should 1? I'm sorry to be brutal with you, babe, | don't mean to be, but you're not the 


only one hurting here, not then, not now. If we can't face this, then all we're doing is ... well, fucking." 


| sigh, and pull him into my arms, burying my face in his hair the way | do when I'm sad and frightened. | feel 
his heartbeat against my chest and somehow, it calms me with its' steady rhythm. 


| whisper into his ear, 
‘lm sorry, Steven, | shouldn't have been so mean, I'll try to handle .. this .. better" 


His hands whisper over my bare skin for the next few moments and he finally says, 

‘Okay, baby, long as you try, we try." He pauses then and we just hold eachother, craving eachother's warmth. 
He finally pulls away to say, 

"Think we should head to your hotel soon?" 


He pulls me back inside, and | pull us both down on the bed, curling up against him, sleepily replying, 
"Yeah , just need to rest a little, then we'll go home, so damn tired .." 


| feel myself drifting off and barely hear him say, lovingly, gently, 
"I know, baby. Just sleep, | got you, | got you." 
| hear myself mumbling softly, 


"You're the only one who sees me this way, you're the only one I'll let see me this way, something about you .. 


"I know, baby, its okay, just sleep.” 


He strokes my hair and shoulders, his body wrapped around mine. His head rests under my chin, and my arms 
press him tightly to my chest. I've never felt so safe, so utterly .. cherished in my entire existence. And | 


smile. 


| awaken in the middle of the night with Steven still wrapped tighly around me, one of his legs thrown over 
mine, his head resting on my chest, his hand splayed on my stomach. | tug gently at the ends of his hair until 


he raises his eyes to mine. 


"Morning already?" 

he asks. 

| jostle him lightly, saying, 

"No, middle of the night, Steve. Want to blow this place and go to my hotel? More comfortable there." 


He sits up, rubbing his eyes like a small child waking up from a nap, and says, 


"Yeah, that'd be nice. Haven't stayed with you in a .. since .." 
We get cleaned up, rake our hands through our equally disastrous hair, and get a cab to the hotel. 


When we arrive, | put the ‘do not disturb’ sign on the door and fall into bed beside Steven He curls his long, 
lean body against me, spoonlike, and we drift off. 


Hell is living without you 


| wake the next morning feeling well rested and peaceful, yet somewhat meloncholy. Sliding out of bed, | turn 
the coffee pot on and take a long hot shower in the bathroom, singing part of a ballad that's been working 
itself out in my head . | dry off, partially dry my hair, and walk naked back into the bedroom. Steven's sitting 
up in bed with the sheet pulled to his waist. | lean in to kiss him and ruffle his hair. 

"Want coffee, Steven? " 


He replies, 
"Yeah, sexy, thanks. Listen, I'm not complaining, but nearly every time I've seen you, since just last night, you're 


naked. Do you ever put clothes on?" 


Bringing the coffee back over (black for him, lots of sugar and hazlenut creamer for me), | prop myself up 
next to Steven and hand him his cup. 
| chuckle, 


"Well, I'm glad you're not complaining, and no, | don't put clothes on, not if | don't have to." 


He responds, 

"Good lord, you're even more of an exhibitionist than before," 

and runs his fingertips over my navel, eliciting a contented sigh from me. He takes a couple long sips, lights 
two cigarettes at once, hands me one, and asks me, 


"What were you singing in the shower? | kinda liked it" 


| pull deeply on my own smoke, drink some of the sweet coffee, saying, 
Its for the next album, l'm still working it out in my head. 
Hell Is Living Without You, tentative title." 


He lays his head on my shoulder, sighing, 
"Its kinda haunted, Alice. " 


Tears | don't bother to wipe start trickling down my face as | rest my head on his, and 


breathe, 
"Ie felt kinda haunted, Steven" 


We're quiet for a long moment before he takes both cups and the ashtray and sets them aside, pulling me into 
his arms. | 


immediately start shivering and bury my face in his hair as he strokes my back. 


After a few minutes he pulls back, pulling me up to face him. I've let my head drop forward so that my face 
is hidden beneath my hair, but he doesn't allow it. He lifts my chin, pushing my hair back, and holds my face 


inches from his. The tears continue more freely now as | look into his eyes. 


"Baby, don't cry, | hate to see your beautiful spooky blue eyes in pain. Are you sorry, that | made love to 
you? Maybe | shouldn't have ." 


| say quietly, but firmly, 

"No, I'm not sorry, | just .. 

l'm ... afraid. It hurt so bad the last time, | know, I'm trying to get past it. When | saw you last night, | needed 
you. Fuck, did | need you. | ... love you." 


He slides down and pulls me down on top 

of him, running his hands through my hair, his lips on my neck. After a few minutes, | pull away, peeling back 
the sheet, and 

sliding in next to him. He kisses me deeply, 

running his hands all over my skin, before 

rolling on top of me. | reach between us to 

clasp his erection It fits perfectly in my hands and | let my fingers gently swipe the pre-come from the tip. 


Steven arches his back and groans when | slide my fingers in my mouth, sucking them in. 


"Would you do that to me, baby? Would you blow me?" 


He asks, somewhat huskily. 


| reply, 
"Been dying to, wanting to, | mean" 


He rolls over on his back, spreading his long legs, and | curl up between them, letting him pull my mouth down, 
slides himself between my lips. | raise my eyes to look at him. He's watching me lap at the head with the tip of 
my tongue, 

drawing lazy circles around it. He gasps 

when | slide my lips down slowly and back 

up slowly, dragging my teeth gently along the sensitive skin. | do this a couple more 

times, drawing him further into my mouth each 

time, and then start pumping up and down with fevered abandoned. His hips grind 

up, thrusting his dick to meet my mouth each time and our eyes lock on eachother's. He comes in a series of 
short, rapid thrusts and spurts, hitting the back of my throat with the tip of his dick, coating it with his seed. 
He collapses, panting, on the bed while | slither up to rest my head on his shoulder, twirling his hair in my 
fingers. 


He moans, 


"That was heavenly. You're a pro." 


Feeling mischievous, | say, 
"Well, | get lots of practice with Mistress, you know ." 


He looks up at me, confused. 


"Mistress? Who the hell .. the BOA? 

Good lord, man!" 

And he pinches my ass. | chuckle, 

"Better not start something, Tyler, we gotta get outta this bed sometime." 


He laughs and gets up and goes to the bathroom for a shower. | call room service, order two large breakfasts, 


make more coffee, and get dressed. By the time he comes out fully dressed, the food's arrived and we sit at 


the table to eat. After finishing, we set the tray outside the door, and leave the hotel. 


"What are you driving these days, Alice?" 


He asks. 


| point to the only MG in the lot, small, black, and sleek 


"Sweet," 
He says, and turns to me, 
"Can | drive?" 


| toss him the keys, we get in, buckle up, and he peels put of the lot and onto the 
highway. We agree on a classic rock radio station, blast it from the speakers, and sing along with every song. 
We take turns, one song he takes lead and | take backing vocals; the next, we switch. 


After six songs, just as "Sweet Emotion" follows " "(I'm) Eighteen , the local DJ comments that rumor has it 
that Tyler was seen at last night's Cooper concert. We look at eachother, smile, and make the unspoken decision 
to make a surprise visit 

to the station Pandemonium erupts when fans swarm the station after we give an impromptu interview, 
focusing mainly on the concert, the tour, and the upcoming album, but also on Aerosmith's activities. Its a lot 
of fun, and after shaking lots of hands, and signing lots of autographs, we leave, feeling better for it. Lunch is 
a low key affair at a local Italian restaurant. Steven and | each pitching in some bucks to keep our presence 
there secret. We're led to a back room with only a few small tables. Between bites, we kiss softly, hold hands, 
and giggle like a couple of teenagers on their first date. 

"Hey Steve," 

| say, gripping his hand. 


He looks up from his tiramisu, 


"Hmmm?" 
"Do you realize this is our first date, ever?" 


He smiles in such a sweet way, | could fall in love all over again, 


"Yeah, you're right. It's a nice place. I'm really happy, Alice, you know that?" 


| lean in for a lingering kiss, and say, 


"Me too, you know what else | am?" 


His hands disappears under the table, glides over my erection, and he leers, 


"Yup, let's go." 


The do not disturb sign goes back on the door back at the hotel. We undress eachother slowly, kissing and 
caressing eachother all over our bodies. When we climb into the clean bed naked, it feels as though it's the 
first time we've ever made love. He handles me so gently, lovingly, that | simply lay back and let him do 
whatever he pleases. | caress his bare skin while his fingers press into me gently and he purrs, 


"There you go, baby, that's the way, open up for me. Yeah, that's it. My baby likes this, don't you?" 


| feel my hole opening, becoming looser for him. | feel Steven's fingers pushing me closer to the edge. l'm 
whimpering and spreading my legs as far apart as | can. The sensation starts at my spine, making its way to 
my groan. Powerless to stop it, | whimper, 


lm gonna come, baby, can't hold back," 


Steven kisses my lips softly, then lowers his mouth to my groan, enveloping me in their softness. Just as they 
close around me, | pour out, sighing and groaning. He takes it greedily, lapping at the head until it's clean, He 
holds me tightly while | pant and moan my appreciation When he finally pushes inside me, it's slow and sweet. | 
hug him to my chest as he releases into me. We lay there for what seems like hours as he softens inside me. 
| kiss him gently, his face, neck, chest, stomach, and back up again. When he finally pulls out, | turn around and 
he curls up behind me, his arm and leg thrown over me. 

| whisper, 


"Love you, Steven." 


He whispers back, 


‘Love you, too, Alice." 


| smile and we sleep peacefully, totally in sync for the first time. 


Tell me who\'s to blame 


For the next couple weeks, things were happy, peaceful. Steven and | explored the boundaries of our 
relationship and relished in it. We became more and more comfortable with eachother and more adventurous in 
the bedroom. Steven started bringing home sex toys for us to try every week. | asked if he put them on his 
shopping list along with things like coffee, fruit, shaving cream, and razors. Sometimes the toys were wildly 
successful and erotic, others they were so silly they were laughable. | learned to laugh at myself. Alot. 


Steven started accompanying me to the studio when | returned to Phoenix, listening to the newest songs in 
their rawest versions. We even collaborated on a few, and agreed that his bandmate , Joe would be the ideal 
lead guitar. When the time came for him to return to Boston, we were on top of the world; we had no idea 
that the bottom was about to drop out with a thunderous boom. Within the week, all hell broke loose in my 
life and | was drawn to the edge of an abyss I'd thought I'd never return to. 


Everything was going along smoothly when | went to the studio that fateful morning. My spirits were high and 
| felt energized and hopeful about life, the album, and Steven. | stayed late into the night, sending the band, 
crew, and 

everyone else home. | was weary and sweaty from jamming all day and looked forward to a hot shower and 
heading home to relax in bed. l'd probably put a call in to Steven, just to check in and hear his voice. When | 
walked back into my dressing room, | was mildly annoyed to find | wasn't alone. There was a large guy waiting 
for 

me, easily one hundred pounds heavier, 

and four inches taller than me. | tried to be 

affable, 

"Hey man, not sure how you got in here, but you've got to go. Want an autograph before you go, a CD, or 


something?" 


Not feeling threatened, just aggravated, | turned my back on him. He came up behind me, surprisingly stealthy 
for his 

size, and growled, 

"| don't think so, Alice. | think you're going to give me what | came for, and | think you're going to like it" 


| turned around then, a chill snaking its' way up my spine, and tightened the damp towel around my waist. 
Before | knew what was happening, two more guys (of similar stature) burst into the room, leering at me 


sadisti cally. 


The last coherent thoughts | had before 
all -out panic took over were, 
"m really in over my head now, and where 


is my fearless alter-ego when | need him most?" 
Y g 


Intruder number one started lowering his 


pants, while numbers two and three ripped 
the towel off of me and yanked my arms behind my back. | felt an excruciating ‘pop' as my arms tried to 
disengage themselves from my body, and | was thrown over the desk, crushed beneath each of their 


weight in turn. 


What seemed like days later , | woke alone, on the floor. The room was a total 

shambles, or at least as much of it as | 

could see through my swollen eyes. My 

right arm was pinned beneath me at 

an awkward, painful angle; my head, back, 

chest, and throat shrieked in agony. Even 

my scrawny ass hurt.! groaned and felt a 

heaviness on my chest and realized it was 

Mistress, thrown over me like a living blanket, her head resting on my shoulder. | curled my body into a tight 
ball and 


cried and shook violently until | passed out, welcoming the darkness. 


The next time | woke, Shep was standing over me with the most worried expression on his face I'd ever seen 
When he saw | was awake, he sat beside me clasping my hand tightly. | attempted to jerk it away quickly and 
winced as pain shot up through my opposite arm and shoulder and down to my chest. | looked down at myself 
to see a bandage wrapped tightly around my torso, my right shoulder bandaged, that arm in a cast and a sling. 
| darted my eyes to Shep to ask him what had happened, but 

found | had barely any voice. What | had 

was a hoarse, nonsensical croaking sound. 

| kept trying to say something him in wild 


terror. 


He immediately tried to soothe me 

by putting his hand on my left shoulder and 

talking to me in a low voice. | shrug his 

hand off and he lets its drop to his lap. 

"Alice, don't try to talk, your throats been 

badly hurt. You're in a hospital. You're okay now. Do you remember anything 


about why you're here, about what happened? Its okay if you don't" 


| wrack my foggy brain and remember 

fragments of that evening. Wanting to go home, my uninvited guests, leering 

glances, pain, fear, pants being lowered, being bent over the desk ..| shudder at the memory and turn my head 
to the wall. Shep doesn't ask anymore. He just pulls his chair a little closer and speaks softly, 

"You're pretty tore up, Alice. You were beaten up, by who we don't know. Your throats injured bad, you've got 
a dislocated right shoulder, a broken right arm, four broken ribs, and a concussion. They also, uh, lashed your 


back with your whip, so there's probably going to be scars." 


My left hand goes to my throat and | look at him, questioning and fearful. He sighs, 

"The doctor's not sure how extensive the damage is, or how your vocal cords will be affected. It's too early to 
tell yet. He did 

say you should rest your throat, you know, talk as little as you can. I'm so sorry, Alice. | really am." 

| roll my eyes in frustration and Shep asks me, 


"Do you want a pad and paper, to communicate with?" 


| shake my head, raising my right arm as best | can, before turning away. 
"I know, you're right handed, Alice. It's worth a try .." 
| shake my head again, a bit more 


vigorously, but not much. 

Memories | can't erase flash in my mind .. | turn back to Shep and whisper, 

"Steven, call Steven. " 

He nods and leaves as the doctor comes in to take his place at my side. 

"Alice, my name is Dr. Jimenez, | took care of you when you first came in | set your arm, shoulder, and ribs. 
Do you mind if | check the bandages. Wait, before you try to speak, I'd prefer you didn't. Your throat needs to 
heal. Blink once for yes, twice for no, alright?" 


Blink. 


"You've been on pain medication since late last night. Are you in pain right now?" 


Blink. 


"Would you say it's moderate?" 


Blink Blink. 


"Severe" 


Blink. 


"Okay, can you move your right shoulder at all, raise it, if you can 


| raise my shoulder slightly before wincing. 


“About your concussion, are you feeling light-headed?" 


Blink Blink 


“That's good, nauseous? " 


Blink Blink 


| wait until he stops writing and raise my left hand to my throat. 


"Yes, | was getting to that. Does it hurt?" 
Blink. 


"Whoever attacked you nearly crushed your windpipe. I'm going to keep you on a diet of soft foods and liquids, 
nothing spicy or acidic. Unfortunately, there's no way to tell until your throat heals more just how extensive 


the damage is. Full recovery is certainly possible, but it will take extensive time and more than likely therapy.” 


| look away and stare out the window. Dr. Jimenez clears his throat and asks what I've been dreading, 
"Alice, | know this is a sensitive topic but there are some additional questions of a more personal nature that | 
need to ask. 


Alright?" 
| shrug my reply. 


Later, after the doctor's left, Shep comes back in, with Steven trailing behind him. As soon as | see my tousle- 
haired lover, tears well up in my eyes. Steven looks as if he's been awake for days, his features haggard and 
tired. He leans in to give me what l'm sure would be a gentle hug and | bristle, but allow it. He sits down, 
saying, 

"Baby, I'm sorry | couldn't get here sooner. I'm so sorry.” 


The nurse comes in then, young and cheerful. Steven moves out of her way. She takes my pulse, my temp, 
checks my bandages before saying, 

"Mr. Cooper, I'm going to give you some more pain medication in your IV, but | think we'll hold off on the 
sedative, 


alright?" 


| nod and she continues, 
| see you haven't eaten in quite some time, can | bring you something, soup perhaps?" 


| shake my head. 


"Water? " 
Shake. 


"How about some ice cream, it might help your throat feel better.” 
| must have smiled or maybe my eyes lit up because she smiles back, saying, 


"Okay, ice cream it is. | knew we'd find something you'd like. I'll be right back" 


Steven smiles and laughs, 


"Damn, Alice, | think she likes you. And if | didn't know any better, I'd say you were flirting with her." 


| shrug my left shoulder and roll my eyes at him. The nurse comes back, checks my bandages, and sets a 
large bowl of ice cream on the wheeled tray. | incline my head in an attempt to say thank you. As soon as she 


leaves, Steven pulls his chair up close to me, grabs the spoon and prepares to feed me. When | snort and try 


to take the spoon away, he says, 
"C'mon, baby, let me feed you. How often do you get to be babied like this?" 


We look at eacother for a long moment before | nod slowly. For a little while, the recent past fades away and | 


feel okay. 


The nurse was right; the ice cream does alleviate some of the pain in my throat. | let Steven feed me the 
whole bowl and lean back into the bed, suddenly sleepy. | feel myself yawn and Steven asks me if | need the bed 
lowered. | nod and grasp his arm when it's nearly fully reclined. He gets up then, either to leave or maybe just 
to move, but | grasp his arm again, my eyes pleading for him to stay. 

A slow, easy smile plays on his lips when he says, 

"Of course, | ain't going nowhere." 

He pulls the chair up closer to the bed, settles it sideways, throws his long legs over the arm, and leans 


against the wall beside me. I've no idea who fell asleep first. 


Nm the loneliest spectator 


The day finally came when | was allowed to go home. Cards and flowers had poured in and Shep, Steven, and 
the guys in my band daily told me stories about how everyone missed me and how they were doing. | had an 
appointment with the doctor in three weeks to get the cast off my arm and to check my throat and vocal 
cords, to determine if surgery was necessary. And of course, the doctor would have to check my behind. | was 
instructed not to sing at all, and to limit talking to what was comfortable. Basically that meant short 


conversations of no more than a half hour at a stretch, with ample quiet time in between. 


Steven and | were in the den one quiet night at home when | decided it was time to tell him about my rape. It 
haunted my dreams and many a night Steven found me prowling the house, quiet and wound up like a top. 
Sometimes I'd jerk off furiously when | thought he was asleep. He never let on that he knew, but alot of times, 
he'd curl up behind me afterwards, pressed against my back, and hold me while my body slowly stopped 
shaking. He seemed to know not to ask, that I'd tell him in my own time. He did make sure | had whatever | 


needed. 


We'd spent the day doing odd jobs (| mostly supervised), and reading. In the evening we cooked a light meal (| 
again supervised), and proceceded to eat nearly a half gallon of ice cream, straight out of the carton. We 
laughed that it was a good thing we were both men with high metabolisms. Steven dropped the spoons in the 
sink, the empty carton in the garbage, and joined me on the oversized couch. We could lay side by side or 
wrapped in eachother's arms comfortably on it. | was just getting to be okay with being touched in any way, 
but sex was absolutely off the table. If Steven wondered why, he never asked. | appreciated that. | could sleep 
next to him, in his arms even, and not feel pressured. He asked me if | needed anything and | rasped, 

"No, thanks. Um, can we talk?" 


He rolled over onto his back to look at me , pushed himself up, and pressed a kiss to my cheek before laying 
back down. 


"Of course, baby. We can always talk." 


My heart thundered in my chest and | said, 


"This is really hard for me, but | guess you need to know." 

His eyes filled with concern as he sat up and scootched up a litle closer to me. | sat up to face him, but fear 
and shame got the better of me and | dropped my head to my 

chest. 

"Baby, you're scaring me, what is it? You can tell me anything, anything at all." 


| raised my eyes to his, trying to hold the tears back and failing, and said, 


"When | got beat up at the studio? That's not all that happened. | ... " 


His eyes are wide with alarm now, looking into mine. My breath faltered and | whispered, 
"| was raped, Steven. They raped me." 


Having finally said it out loud, | collapsed in his arms, sobbing and craving his comfortHe hugged me as tight to 
his chest as he dared carefuly manuevering around my right arm and ribs, running his hand gently over my 
hair. He held me like that for what seemed like forever, murmuring, 

Im so sorry, baby. 


I'm so, so sorry.” 
| hear myself spilling out the whole story. 


"There were three of them, big guys. Much bigger than me, | didn't stand a chance. They took turns, bending 


me over the table, blowing me, making me blow them and, you know swallow. | don't understand how, but ." 
Shame overwhelmed me, but | continued, I'd come too far to stop now. 
"They got me hard. They m-made me .. made me come. It disgusted me." 


| started crying harder at the memory, at admitting it to the person i loved more than anyone. My body shook 
with misery and | felt bad for bringing the misery to 

him. Steven's eyes never left my face, his 

expression remained one of love, 

overwhelming compassion, and pain. He 


continued stroking my hair throughout. 


"Then the next one would start in. Over and over. | tried to fight them off, swear to God, | did. But | just 


couldn't. They started ramming things up in me, just to see how it would be; pens, bottles," 


| shuddered at the memories and went on, 


quietly, 


"The microphone, it hurt so bad, made me so raw .. and | bled. They thought that was pretty funny, said, 
‘Awww, look, Alice got her first period! Then they got real mad cause | was screaming so bad and 

struggling. That's when they beat the hell out of me, choked me, whipped my back, threw me around .. | was 
terrified. S- still am. Last thing | remembered was waking up with Mistress thrown on top of me. That | didn't 


really mind, at least | wasn't alone, and she wouldn't, didn't h-hurt me." 
Steven pulled back then, lifted my face in his hands gently, and looked into my eyes, 
"Baby, you couldn't have fought them off, they would have killed you. There's some sick fucks out there and 


they happen to be 
three of them. I'd kill them for doing this 


to you. I'm so sorry. I'm not going 
anywhere, Alice. We're gonna get through 
this, whatever it takes, whatever you need, 


its yours. | love you so much, Alice ." 


He pulled me back into his arms and | felt safe for the first time in weeks. | clung to his warmth and fell 
asleep wrapped in his embrace, listening to his heart beat against his chest, murmuring, 
"You're the best thing that's ever happened to me .. | love you." 


Burnin\ inside 


| woke the next morning to bright sunshine streaming through the windows, Steven's voice humming cheerfully, 
and the clatter of dishes. 
"C'mon sleepyhead, breakfast. You sleep like the dead, babe." 


| open my eyes and see he's brought a tray loaded with breakfast items, scrambled eggs, sausage, bagels, 
oatmeal, and silverware. He sets it down on the nightstand beside the bed and as | sit up rushes off, saying, 


"Be right back, Freak, gettin’ the coffee." 


When he finally bounces back in the room, thermos of coffee in one hand, 2 large mugs in the other with a 
bottle of creamer tucked under his arm, he watches me close as | shovel more eggs into my mouth, 


"You okay, babe, soft enough?" 


| roll my eyes in appreciation, grudgingly stop pulling the cheesey, runny eggs in my mouth to answer him, 


"Mmm, thank you. You're a culinary genious." 
He smiles, almost shyly, and sets our coffee mugs down before sitting beside me, filling his own plate. 


"Seriously, this is good stuff, | thought I'd be limited to pureed bananas and shit," 


| say with a good natured sneer. 


"Nah, that's for lunch silly. After your 


strained peas, and before your bah -bah of course." 


He laughs hysterically and bumps up against me playfully. He sets the tray on the floor, hands me a painkiller 
the doctor had prescribed, and clinks his coffee cup against mine, saying, 


"Cheers, babe." 


| rummage around for my smokes and astray on the nightstand and pretend | don't notice Steven rolling his 
eyes. 
"How's your throat feel this morning? | noticed you're not quite as raspy." 


Its sore, but not excruciatingly so." 
He surprised me next with, 
"That's good. Listen, how do you feel about coming to Boston with me? You can't get back to work right now 


anyway and we can just chill, spend weekends at the Cape. Whatta ya say, Alice?" 


| consider the thought. It is appealing, | 
have to admit. It would sure beat hobbling around ,alone and feeling sorry for myself. 


"Okay," 
| say, 


"You sold me. But I've got to bring Mistress, you know. She goes everywhere with me." 


He groans, rolls his eyes, and says, 


"Okay, but keep her away from me, she gives me the creeps." 
| laugh as he shudders and put my head on his shoulder, 
"Okay, Stevie, | won't let the big bad snake git ya" 


He shudders again and adds, 
"Ya better not, or it'll be your ass." 


| groan, 


I'd rather not talk about my ass right now." 


He sighs and asks, with genuine concern, 
"Still real sore, huh?" 


Its not as sore as it was, but its not as good as it was either. The ointment helps." 


We were quiet for a long moment before | threaded my fingers through his, and nuzzled his neck, running my 
tongue up to his earlobe. He groaned softly and | put my lips to his ear, 


Finger me? Just a little? | miss your touch." 


He shifts around to face me and kisses me gently, 


"I kinda want to baby, but ." 


| breathe, 


| won't let you hurt me, I'll stop you if it hurts, | promise. Please?" 


| look longingly into his deep brown orbs. 

Steven groaned then and | knew I'd won him over, 

"Never could resist those beautiful blue eyes of yours," 

he murmured as | raised my hips to let him pull my sweatpants off. His hands slide gently down, over my hips, 
thighs, calves. The small contact is reassuring in its' delicacy. Those strong hands lift my feet and brush slowly 
from my heels to the tips of my toes. I'm surprised to find myself turned on by the way he handles my body. 
"Beautiful and spooky blue eyes, | believe you called ‘em, 

| remind him and he chuckles as | lay down on the bed and raised my hips again as he guided a pillow 
underneath my lower back. | felt a shudder pass through me as he slid down and spread my legs apart, 
caressing my hips all the while. 


"You okay, Alice? " 

"Yeah," 

| murmured as | laid the bottle of lube in 

his hand. 

"Probably should use a lot, | guess." 

"Yeah, baby, just relax. Open for me, little more." 

His slick finger barely touched me when | felt my muscles clench. | hissed in frustration and a whisper of fear. 


"Babe, you gotta relax, it'll hurt if you don't relax. You sure you don't want me to stop?" 


"No, don't stop," 
| hiss , more frustrated with myself than with Steven 


| soften my voice and repeat, 


"No, just .. easy ..” 

| breath deep and relax my lower body, craving his touch, sighing as | look at him, 
"Okay, ready." 

He swirls his fingertip all around my hole in ever diminishing circles, finally sliding it 


back in gently, cooing all the while, 


"There you go, baby, that's the way. You feel so nice, tight but not too. | love seeing my finger disappear in 


you. The way your hole pulls me in turns me on" 

| lift my hips to meet his finger, gently working it in further, deeper. 

"Damn, man. It's sooo good, so deep, ahhh, " 

| pant in the throes of ecstasyHis finger speeds up a notch in response to my urging, and we settle on a 
gentle rocking rhythm until he leans down to kiss me, breathing in my ear, 

"Can | blow you, baby? Will you let me blow you? I'd like to.” 

With my orgasm spiralling toward release, and his finger still working me, | cry out at the thought, 


"Yessss, Steven, yeah." 


His mouth envelopes me in its' silky warmth as his finger brushes that magic spot, setting off a steady flow. | 


moan at the release as it continues to pour out. | hear Steven murmuring as if from a far off 


place. The combination of sexual euphoria 
and too much medication create a delicious 
sensation in my brain and | sigh 
contentedly. My body wriggles and writhes 
beneath him as | quietly say, 


"Steven, it feels so good, | can't stop, don't want to stop coming. Damn, you make me come so good." 


He sighs, laying his head on my belly, twirling his fingers in my pubic hair as he caresses my hips until the 
tremors of my orgasm have ceased. 


‘Love you, Alice ' 


‘Mmm, thank you baby, love you too. 
Hey, Steve?" 


"Mmm?" 
He sounds sleepy. | say, 


"Could you help me get this sling off? Think I'm going to soak in the tub." 


He sits up and works it off my shoulder and 
elbow, gently lifting it over my head. He 
eyes my torso closely. 

"Your ribs are looking better, bruises fading." 


| look down at myself to see, 


"Yeah, you're right. Guess | can do my promo photo soon." 


"Promo photo?" 


He asks. 


"Yeah, Shep's idea, for the new album. ‘Course, that's on hold now, but maybe when the bruises go away, we'll 
do the 

photo anyway, give the fans something 

while things are on hold. Although, the 

bruises DO kinda look very "Alice-ish." 


Steven interrupts my train of thought, saying, 
"Alice?" 


| look up from my body to meet his gaze. 
"Yeah? " 


"Shut up, babe and let's start that bath." 


We languish in the hot soapy water until our skin is pink and pruny. | hold my plastered arm out of the water 
and lean into his touch as he shampoos my hair, working out the tangles. His hands gently msssage my scalp 
as he asks me if my head's alright. 

| chuckle, 

"Yeah, it's alright. Well, as alright as it's ever been ... ha" 

He turns my back to him to check the scars from the whip, running his lips gently over them. 


"They're fading, too. That's good. You're getting there." 


We dry off, get dressed, and he puts the sling back on me, sliding my arm into it, before we start to 
pack. | call Shep and the band from the cab 
on the way to the airport. Once we get Mistress settled, we board the plane, and | 


promptly fall asleep on Steven's shoulder until he nudges me. 
"C'mon, babe, we're here." 


In an exhausted, medication - induced haze, | burrow tighter into his shoulder, 
murmuring, 


"Jus! another hour .." 


| feel him nudge me again, saying my name, before he finally gives up. l'm vaguely 

aware of Steven gently dropping me into a wheelchair while he pays one of the personnel to get all our stuff. 
l'm pushed into another cab, hauled out, and feel Steven carrying me into his house, straining and groaning 
under my dead weight. 

"Good Lord, man! Never thought I'd be carrying IBO fucking pounds over the threshold” 


He starts to move me toward the couch, but | veer off to the left. 

He asks me what l'm doing and | mutter, 

"Gotta pee," 

as | try to pull myself out of my pants and manage only to get my hands tangled up. He sighs and says, 
"Well, you can't pee in my living room, 


Alice, c'mon." 


He drags me to the bathroom and when | just standthere , swaying over the toilet, he moves me hands away, 
and puts me in position, waiting for me to complete my task, and then jiggling the drops off with a frustrated 
sigh. He asks me, 
"Are you good?" 


| stare at him through heavily lidded eyes and he glares at me, grunting, 


" Christ, Alice, are you done here? Do you need to shit or what? Am | gonna have to wipe your ass too?" 


| blink dumbly and mutter, 
"Nup, don't gotta," 
Starting to sway as he tugs at my left arm. 


lays me on the couch and | groggily call out, 

"II's all | am, babe," 

before crashing again 

Sometime later | open my eyes To see Steven sitting across from me, concern 
etched on his face. He looks really 

annoyed when he sets a cup of coffee on 


the table in front of me. | close my eyes again. 
"You're stoned." 


Its not really a question but | struggle to 


sit up To answer him anyway. 


"Yeah, | am," 


| say, meeting his gaze. 


"So you were stoned when you asked me to finger you? When | was afraid I'd hurt 


you, but you begged me to anyway?" 
Color starts rising to his face as gets more aggravated with me, but | can't seem to help myself. 


| reply evenly, 
"No, it didn't really kick in till jus‘ before | came. Made for a helluva orgasm, lemme tell ya" 


He shakes his head and says, 
"I only gave you one painkiller this morning. Christ, | should've known, look at your eyes; your pupils are blown 


to hell, Alice." 

"They are?" 

| ask and cross my eyes in an absurd effort to see them without the benefit of a mirror, giggling. Steven 
doesn't find it nearly as amusing as | do, and | drop my head briefly, feeling like a child being scolded, 

"I know you only gave me one, but | took one more and two sedatives when you 

went back downstairs," 


| admit it freely. 


He stares at me for a long moment before getting up to walk toward the windows 
overlooking Boston Harbor, shoving his fists in his pockets. | drink my coffee down before saying, 


"Look, you know l'm in pain, my arm, shoulder, chest, and ass feel like an elephant sat on ‘em. I'm still trying to 


deal with shit. | can't work, | can't sing .. | just need to see my way through the pain, then I'll stop. C'mon, 


Steven. Cut me some slack, huh?" 


My voice and eyes plead with him until he turns around. He moves the coffee cup away to sit in front of me, 
looking into my eyes, 
"Okay, Alice, but if you get out of hand, I'm putting your ass back on a plane to Phoenix. " 


He hugs me to his chest then, and | rest my head on his shoulder, my weary eyes scanning the room for the 
prescription 

bottles. Just in case, | tell myself. The next time he goes into the bathroom, | check under the bed for the 
bottle of Seagram's | thought I'd put there. | was right. 


Trying to walk away 


After the chaos of our arrival, | try my best to regulate my medicine consumption. Initially, it works out. But 
in a perverse twist, | congratulate myself by doubling up on my next couple doses. Before | know it, I'm taking 
more than | was in the first place. I'm mildly aggravated with myself but convince myself it's not that big of a 
deal. If Steven thinks differently, he's not saying. 


| see a local physician to get a re- check and get my cast off. Before I'm seen, | swallow a couple pills. While 
Steven's in the waiting room, | tell the doc that the pain is excruciating and keeping me up nights. Since | won't 
be back home for quite some time, to get a refill from my regular MD, can he please send me away with 


some to tide me over? I'm pleasantly surprised at how easily the story unfolds and spills out of my mouth. 


Steven and | go to lunch, and wander around town afterward. He shows me all his favorite haunts and we drop 
in on Joe Perry. | ask to use his restroom and pop some pills with the whiskey before rejoining them. Hours 


pass like minutes and | take more meds with good old Seagram's, just before we head back to Steven's. 

| pull my clothes off and pull off his shirt, letting my hand roam over his warm skin, causing him to shudder. 

He stretches his long, lean body on the bed and | stretch out next to him, kissing his neck and working my way 
to his chest to nip at his nipples, watching them get erect under my lips. He sighs and stretches his body out 
beneath me. | lay my head on his chest and run my hands over his chest and belly. 


"Damn, Alice, I'm wore out. Think | need a nap. You wanna join me?" 


| stretch and get up saying, 
"Nah, | feel like a nice bath, kinda achy. " 


| lean over to kiss him, chuckling when | see he's nearly asleep already. | go into the bathroom, draw a tubful 
of hot soapy water, and throw back more pills. | sigh as | pour whiskey down my throat, feeling sleepy and 
warm. My body feels overtaxed. | sink down into the tub, all the way to my neck. It feels heavenly and all 
thought and pain seep from my body. 

In what seems like minutes, I'm gagging and sputtering water and | hear Steven's frightened shrieks, 

"Alice! Alice, c'mon baby! Fuck, Alice!" 

l'm groggy and dopey, yet alert enough to feel him hauling me out of the bath, splashing water everywhere 
and soaking him. He holds me upright against his trembling body. | immediately start coughing water out of my 
lungs painfully. | look up at his wild eyes, trying to figure out what's happened. 


"Steven, what .." 


He pushes my dripping hair out of my face, 


breathing hard, and says, 


"You almost drowned, Alice, that's what! | fell asleep but woke up when | heard you thrashing around and 
gurgling in here. You scared the fuck out of me. What happened, are you okay?" 


His terror seems to have been replaced by relief; | realize he's trying hard not to cry. 


"| quess | fell asleep, | was so relaxed," 
g P 


| say. 


Steven looks down at me, saying, 
"Fell asleep? How could .." 
He stops, peers into my face more closely, and drops his voice to ask, 


" Alice, no bullshit, how much of your meds did you take today?" 


| try to think clearly and whisper, 
"Ten or twelve each since we left the doctor's, | think. 


| dunno." 
He pulls away and digs his fingers into my left shoulder painfully, turning me to face him. 


"WHAT?? Ten or twelve pain pills AND 
ten or twelve sedatives? Alice, are you 


fucking nuts or just plain stupid?" 


He's so over- wrought he's shaking me. My 
body can't take it and | sob, 
"Stop shaking me, Steven. Please stop .." 


My words are cut short when | start to retch and he grabs a fistful of my hair, thrusting my head above 
the toilet in time for me to throw up repeatedly into it. When I've finally stopped, he hands me a cup of cold 


water, telling me to rinse. | numbly obey and set the cup between us. 


"You alright?" 
He asks, as he helps me get up, adding, 


"Cmon, let's get in bed." 
We climb into bed and he lights up two 
smokes, passing me one. We smoke in 


silence for a long time. He finally says, 


"Alice, | love you and I'll do just about anything for you, but | can't watch you do this. l'm sorry, but | won't. " 


He stubs his cigarette out, turns his wet eyes to me one last time, and rolls over. Much as | want to, | can't 


think of a thing to say. 


| spend the day alone in the house. When I'd woken again, | finished the last of my bottle and went downstairs 
to make coffee. The house was as quiet as a tomb, lonely and cold. | started back upstairs with a cup of 
coffee, when | heard Steven come in the front door with Joe, flopping down on the couch. | was about to 
join them when | was stopped cold by the 

guitarists words. 


"Steven, can | talk to you, as a friend?" 


"Course you can, Joe. What's up?" 
Steven sounds tired and | feel a pang of guilt at that. 


Perry continues, 


"Uh, is Alice around?" 


Steven replies, 
"Hope he's upstairs, sleeping it off. Why? You need him?" 


Joe says, in a tone I'd never heard from him, 


"Look, | don't know where to start .. Steve, he's a train wreck, man. You can't tell me you don't see that" 


Steven wearily replies, 

"Don't | know it. | know he's hurting and | love him to death. But, he's .. exhausting. You know he took like 12 of 
his pain pills AND I2 sedatives today? Maybe more, that's what he remembers taking. Almost drowned himself 
in the bathtub." 


| can picture Steven pacing back and forth, raking his hands through his hair in frustration and it tears at my 


soul. | sit down on the step wearily, my head in my hands as Joe goes on. 
"You know he's drinking too, right? | saw it at my house, Steve. And ... shit" 


Steven draws in a breath, 


"Spill it, Joe. What else?" 


The guitarists voice drops, 
"Look, you know | love the guy , he's cool. And | ain't no prude, but .. Babe, he tried to come on to me 
yesterday." 


Steven raises his voice to a near screech, 


"What?ell" 


Joe sighs then and continues, tiredly, 

"You went upstairs, and | went out to the kitchen for more coffee. He wanders out, puts his arms around me, 
and says: 

"Ya know, Joe, Tyler's scrawny ass gets me off good, but | wanna try somebody big and brawny, like you." 


"Well, | threw him off me in a hurry, woulda flattened him if it weren't for the fact that he's with you. Look, 
I'm sorry, but 

he's out of control. | don't know if he's 

beyond help, but . You're like a brother to 

me. | hate to see you go down with him, or 


get hurt. You gotta let him go." 


| can only imagine the look on my lover's face when he says, 
"He'll die, man." 


The last thing | hear, the last thing | can take hearing is Joe summing it up, 


"Babe, he's gonna die anyway, you wanna go with him?" 


My mind reels at everything I've just heard. Shame, pain, fear all swirl around my fevered brain until | go back 
up the stairs and into Steven's bedroom. | rummage around the dresser until | find his Big Ten Inch 
switchblade, and drag it across my throat. Blessed darkness descends upon me as my eyes flutter and 

close. 

| vaguely hear footsteps, panicked voices, 


sirens, and finally .. nothing. 
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| wake and try opening eyes that feel as though they've been glued shut. A young rurse stands over me, her 


fresh face full of compassion. 
"Good morning Mr. Cooper. It's good to see you awake." 


| start to say something and she presses her hand gently to my shoulder, 
"You'd better not try talking right now, your throat has been severely traumatized recently these last couple 


weeks. 


| nod mutely and try to sit up. I'm not entirely surprised to find my wrists are secured to the rails of the bed 
in soft cuffs. 
| turn my head to the wall in shame and 


growing remorse. 


She goes on, 


"The doctor will be in to see you shortly. In the meantime, you have two visitors, Mr. Tyler and Mr. Perry. 
Should | send them in?" 


| shake my head and close my eyes as tears run down my face. | hear her leave and 
relay the message, 
‘lm sorry, gentlemen, but Mr. Cooper doesn't seem to want visitors right now." 


| hear Steven's quiet sigh and response, 
"Alright, here's my number, keep me informed of his condition, or if he .. changes his mind, please. Thank you." 


| turn my head in time to see him walk 
away before | sink as far into the bed as 
the restraints will allow. When the doctor 
comes back in | turn my head again, 
feigning fatigue. He doesn't seem to buy it 
and sits down to talk to me anyway. 


"Mr. Cooper, my name is Dr. Sheth. | took care of you when you were brought in late three nights ago." 

My eyes widen at the last three words: three days ago. The doctor notices my alarm and says, 

"You've been unconscious for three days. 

You've been here in the crisis ward because of your suicide attempt. Your stomach was pumped due to acute 
intoxication. You had a substantial amount of alcohol, narcotics, and sedatives in your system. | see that you 
were recently treated for a severe throat injury. Frankly, | am surprised you survived all that, not top 
mention significant blood loss. Given your history, both distant and most recent, I'd say you are a very lucky, 


or perhaps just very strong, man" 


| turn my head to roll my eyes at him in an attempt to convey: 
"| don't feel lucky at all." 


"Okay, Mr. Cooper. I'll leave you alone now. You're obviously not ready to talk 
right now and | don't want to force you. I'd 

like to see you get some rest and regain 

some strength. Ring the nurse if you need 

anything, the button is right below your 

left hand there. I'll be back to check on you 

later. Oh, and Mr. Cooper?" 


| open my eyes to glance at him. 


"Off the record, I've been a big fan for years. | believe you still have a lot to offer the world You're very 
gifted" 


Begging to hold you 


Weeks go by. | don't eat or drink. | leave my hospital bed only to shower and relieve myself, although | hardly 
see the point. The doctor had removed my restraints until the day | used the bedsheet to fashion a noose and 
tried to hang myself from the shower. When the rod collapsed under my weight | plunged into the tub in 
misery. | was revived, my newest injuries attended to, and put back into bed with restraints on my wrists 


again My throat had healed so that | could have spoken, had | wanted to. But | didn't. After my hanging, that 


option nearly disappeared: my voice reduced to a harsh whisper. 


Daily, | hear Steven's voice coming from the hall. Each time he's told I'm still refusing visitors and each time | 
listen for him to demand entry to my room; | watch for him to burst into my room, demanding .. something. 


He never does, until one day. 


I'd been sitting up in bed when Steven walked in one evening. | turned my head weakly when | hear him come in. 
He stood there for the longest time, his face contorting as his eyes took in my frightening appearance. Those 
warm eyes traveled from my empty ones, down to the fresh scar across my throat, the rope burn over it. 
They travel over my sunken chest and belly to my skeletal arms attached to the rails. He looks back up to my 
face and | turned my head to the wall, not wanting to see the agony in his eyes. 


Weak from lack of food, | find | don't have it in me to tell him to leave. He looks gaunt; lines of stubble running 
along his jaw and upper lip. He pulls the chair to the side of my bed and stares at me. Tears threaten to spill 
out of those brown eyes when he looks at me. In a moment of weakness, | stretch my fingers as far toward 


him as | can and he grasps them tightly, lowering his head as he lets his tears flow and sighing at the small 


contact I've allowed. 
"Alice, baby. You can't die on me, you just can't. Can't you see what you're doing to me?" 


In my permanent whisper | respond, 


"Tired, Demon. Living, dying. Just „tired 

He inches closer and says, 

"What about us, me? Tired of me, too?" 

He asks, with what sounds like a touch of uncertainity. 

| turn my head away briefly, dragging it back with effort to look into his eyes, 
"No .. miss you. Everything fucked up, l'm fucked up." 


| pause then, the effort of even whispering exhausting me. 


He rests his head on the railing, inches from my own. 


"Baby, | tried so hard to help you, to see you through the pain | tried to encourage you, help you get back 


where you'd been. But you drifted away from me and into the drugs. When Joe told me everything, | snapped. | 
felt like I'd never reach you. Joe said | should leave you to .. to die. He said it was hopeless. That you were 
hopeless. When we found you upstairs bleeding, Alice, my heart dropped into my feet. And when you wouldn't 
see me, here, and they told me you hung yourself, | lost it. Don't you know | love you? Does it matter to you? 
Seeing you like this hurts so bad. | dread answering the phone. Everytime | come here, I'm sure they're going 
to stop me, saying, 

"We're sorry but Alice has passed away. He killed himself in his room, we're sorry, we didn't get to him in 
time." 


He released my hand then and put his head 
in his hands, his elbows on his knees. Sobbing, he said, quietly, 


"Babe, you're breaking my heart." 


| felt myself drifting into sleep, lulled by the gentle cadences of Steven's voice. When | woke again, he was 
standing against the wall. The doctor and a nurse were standing over me, instruments in hand. 
"Mr. Cooper, we're inserting a feeding tube intravenously since you refuse to eat or drink. You're becoming 


dangerously malnourished. Please relax so that we don't hurt you." 


| shake my head from side to side in violently wide sweeps, thrashing beneath their clutching hands. My eyes 
fix on Steven's from his spot in the corner, he looks terrified and his mouth is working although no sound 
comes out. The doctor hurriedly tells the nurse to administer a sedative and | feel the needle plunge into my 
arm, wincing in pain. After a short while, my thoughts become clouded and | recognize the effects of sedation 
within my body. After a period of time, they insert the IV in my arm and | allow my eyes to lazily follow the 
trail from my arm, along the tube, and up into the bottle hanging over my head in its' holder. 

Steven sits wearily in the corner, curling himself into a ball in his chair, resting his chin on his knees, watching 
me. | drift off under his gaze, murmuring, 


"| love you." 


Several weeks pass. Somehow, the hospital was convinced to move an extra bed into my room, for Steven 
Although it was initially placed on the other side of the nightstand, Steven arranged it so it was flush against 
mine. | woke early one morning surprisingly coherent and clear headed. Steven was stretched out on his 


stomach, fully clothed except for his bare feet. He stirred and sat up when the nurse came in 


She took my pulse, took my temperature 

and asked me how | was feeling, pausing to say good morning to my sleepy roommate. 

He smiles, stretches, and shuffles to the bathroom. He's standing in the bathroom doorway, on his way back, 
when he hears the doctor telling me l'm being released. Having been deemed ‘no longer a danger to myself ', 
having recuperated from my injuries, and having started eating and gaining some of my weight back, l'm fit to 


leave, it seems. Steven comes over and pulls me into his arms, stroking my hair, and sighing, 


"Thank God, baby." 


Within the hour, we're on the way back to his house. | tell him I'm sorry but | still feel rather wiped out. He 


assures me it's no problem, undresses us both, and pulls me into his bed, holding me tight against his smooth 
warm chest. My hands wander over his chest, sliding his nipple between my fingers while | lick the other one. 
He sighs and starts stroking my cleft when | start to massage the other nipple, licking the first one. He 
whispers, 

‘Feels so good to have you in my arms, baby. This bed's too big without 


you . 
We don't have to rush it, you know." 


"| know," 
| murmur, 


"Want to." 


| raised myself up then and ran my tongue from his jaw to his navel, flicking my tongue over the indentation 
as he sighed. He ran his fingers slowly up and down between my ass cheeks, causing shivers to run up my 
spine. We explored eachother's bodies as if it was the first time; slowly and passionately. | let my lips travel 
from his taut stomach down to the place where his thigh met with his groin, running my tongue over the 
crease before alternating to the other side. My fingers whispered over the tip of his cock, and | let them play 
with the slit there. Steven shifted beneath my touch, moaning softly, 

"Alice, it feels so good. More, baby, please." 

| spread his legs a little further apart then, looking up at him watching me, and said, 

"Lift" 

Before sliding a pillow under his lower back, as he'd done to me so many times. 

With love and hunger, | spread his ass cheeks apart to slide my tongue between them. He shuddered his 
approval, wiggling beneath me. When my tongue brushed against his hole, | dipped the tip of my tongue in and 
started thrusting it forward, murmuring, 

"So nice and tight, baby. Relax, there you go. Love how you open for me. It's so soft inside you. How's that? | 
think you like it” 

When he started to writhe beneath me | asked, 

"Think you'd like my penis in you? Rubbing against your insides, throbbing, filling you while you squeeze me?" 


He pulled my face to his then and kissed me hard and deep, sucking my tongue and lips into his soft, wet 
mouth. | reached for the lube, caressed his hole and my penis at the same time with it, before lifting his legs 
to my shoulders. He stared into my eyes while | pushed into him. 


"Alice," 
He mutters, 


"You've never done it like this to me, its amazing, baby .ooh, just like that, harder. Harder baby, please." 


My eyes never left his face while | struggled to hold back my own orgasm, while he rode the waves of his, 
crying out and mewling. | lowered my forehead to his, taking him in my arms while his body shook. 


After several minutes he rolled me gently onto my back, saying, 
"You didn't come, sweetie?" 


"No" 
| breathed, gasping at the tension in my groin and his voice when he said, 

"Well, | guess we'll have to do something about that. Give me you hand" 

Confused, | did just that and watched him pour lube on my index finger as well as his own A needy grin spread 
over my face and Steven pushed our fingers deep inside me and we worked together, fingerings me furiously 
until Steven slipped my cock into his mouth and | poured out slowly, shaking at the intensity. | pulled my finger 
out, exhausted and happy, but as the waves of my orgasm slowed, Steven continued to slide his finger slowly 
in and out until | stopped shaking, crying out at the exquisite sensation that coursed through my body. When 
he finally pulled his finger out, | thought I'd just experienced the best fingering of my entire life. 


his way, it was more like | 


Life\'s big parade 


| woke the next morning : my mind refreshed and happy, my body naked and warm. Steven was stretched out 
beside me on his stomach, his legs spread out, one hand resting on the pillow, the other beneath my shoulder. 
He looked more calm and rested than I'd seen him in months. | pressed a gentle kiss to the corner of his 


mouth, causing him to sigh in his sleep. The soft smile brought a smile to my lips. 


| stretched and got out of bed, went downstairs to make coffee, and came back up to get in the shower. After 
washing the last of my fatigue away, | went back downstairs to start breakfast. When | brought everything 
back upstairs, Steven was still asleep so | stretched out beside him, burying my nose in his hair and laying 

my arm over his naked back. He arched beneath my touch, 

murmuring, 


"Morning, Alice. What you doing up so early? You okay?" 


| kissed him and snuggled against his warmth, saying, 
Fine sweetie. Just wanted to get a jump on the day, brought breakfast and coffee up, babe." 


"Mmm, sounds good. Hey, you naked?" 
He asked while rolling over onto his back, eyes still closed 
| chuckled, pressed my body against his and said, 


"Yeah, already showered" 


He smiled and said, 

"Tell me about your shower, Freak. Bring it to life for me." 

| pinched his tight little behind gently, caressing his soft skin, and snickered, 
"Later, breakfast gonna get cold." 


He sat up then, smiling while he took the coffee | handed him and said, 
"You're a tease, Alice. Pushing your fresh nakedness up against me first thing in the morning like that." 


"Stand down and eat your breakfast, babe, " 
| laughed. We ate mountains of scrambled eggs, loaded with onions and gooey cheese, bacon, toast, and fruit; 
washing it all down with coffee. As he got up to move toward the shower, he asked me, 


"You're doing the photo shoot today, right?" 


| pull my clothes on and start coming through my hair, saying, 


"Yep, you going to come with me?" 


He smiles and said, 


"Yeah, I'd like to, but | can't if you don't let me get in the shower, breakfast was awesome, Alice. Thank you." 


Just before he walked into the bathroom, | moved toward him, saying his name. Not realizing | was right 


behind him, he turned around and found himself flush against me. 
Somewhat flustered, he looked into my eyes. 


| took his face in my hands, pulled him close, and whispered, 


‘| love you baby, you've been so good to me." 
He hugged me tight to his chest before going into the shower. 


When he came back downstairs, clean, sweet smelling, eyes bright and gleaming, | thought my heart would 
burst with love. | 
handed him another coffee and as he drank it he said, a little nervously. 


"Umm, Alice. You're aware that there's a live snake around your neck, right?" 


| took a step back, having just remembered his qualms with serpents, 
"Yeah, Steve, she's gonna be in the photo, too." 


"Good Lord," 
He muttered. 


Coffee, donuts, and other pastries were set out when we met with Shep, the photographer, and wardrobe at 
the studio. We stood around talking and having a second breakfast before getting ready for the photo. Mistress 
was slowly coiling the upper portion of her body around my shoulders and rubbing her head along my jaw. If 
you've ever had a cat rub its' face against your hand, that just what this was like. The camera man asked me 
if | was ready when it seemed everything was set. 

| replied, 

"Not quite, " 

transferred Mistress to Shep's shoulders and stripped my clothes off. Newly naked again, | lay down on my 
side, propping myself up on one elbow and bending one leg, leaving the other outstretched. | said to Shep, 


"Give her here, please." 


When he handed Mistress back to me, | placed her atop my body, covering my crotch with most of her body, 
the remainder of her on my lower abdomen, her head resting on my hand. | shook my head slightly, sending 
my hair flowing over my shoulder and down my back. | dropped a slow wink to Steven when he gasped, and the 
photos were snapped. Lightly stroking Mistress's head, | purred, 

"So, anybody want to touch my ssss-snake?" 


Steven gagged and spit out his coffee, while Shep and the photographer chuckled and discreetly left, with the 
excuse that they'd let me get dressed. Steven pulled me back against him,wrapping his arms around my chest, 
panting heavily, 

"My God, Alice. Only you could make a boa constrictor erotic." 


Hell is (revisited) 


We spent the rest of the day watching TV, reading, and just relaxing in eachother's company. After the late 
news, | curled in Steven's arms, feeling content and relaxed. When he started running his fingers through my 
hair, and kissing me deeply | responded by pulling him on top of me eagerly. His warm body was lean and hard 
as | ran my hands over his skin, eliciting soft sighs from him He pressed his fingers between my buttocks and 
| seemed to open reflexively, hungry for more. | slide my hand down his warm body slowly, memorizing every 
slope and curve, stroking his erection and murmuring, 


"Mmmm, seems someone liked my snake, huh, Demon?" 


Steven shifted then, reaching for something | couldn't see. A twinge of fear ran through me when he 
murmured in my ear, 

‘Ive got something for you, Alice. And | think you're going to like it” | tried to ignore the uneasiness that 
phrase triggered, focusing on his lubed fingers probing me. But when he began to gently slide the vibrator 
inside me, | clenched my muscles immediately, causing pain like I'd not felt in .. well, months, not since THAT 
NIGHT. He had no way of knowing my reaction would be so closely tied to my rape. Hell, | was the guy who 
loved his ass touched and probed, right? Why would this be any different? But it was horribly different. My 
brain went into panic mode, memories of having blunt, unyielding objects forced into me flooded me, plunging 
me into stark, raving terror. | stuttered , 

"St - St." 

Which he of course assumed was just me trying to cry out his name. | started gnashing my teeth, shaking, 
striking out while | found the words, 

"Stop, stop, please .." 


| pushed him away from me forcefully, and 
scrambled to the head of the bed, panting and hissing. 


Steven's eyes went wild, he knew he'd done .. something . 
but he had no idea what. A part of me knew it was simply miscommunication, but my overriding emotion was 


fear coupled with revulsion. 


"Alice, baby! What? Did | hurt you? What, for God's sake, what'd | do ...| didn't mean it. I'm so sorry, | didn't 
think .." 


My breathingslowly returned to normal and my thundering heart slowed to a steady gallop. | hugged my legs to 
my chest, trying to stop my body from shaking. | finally bowed my head to my knees, my 

hair obscuring my face. 

"Not you, not your fault. Scared is all, it's me, my fault," 

And started sobbing over the return of 

fear and pain. And anger, anger at my own vulnerability. And, as irrational as it was, | was angry, livid even, 


that he'd opened the floodgates to the past, even though he definately hadn't meant to. 


Once I'd gotten a hold of myself, | pulled some clothes on, grabbed smokes from the nightstand, and went 
downstairs and out onto the patio. | stared out at the Boston 
skyline and wondered if | would ever get over the fear and pain, or if they would 


continue to haunt me periodically. | sighed in frustration just as | heard Steven 


behind me. 


He didn't touch me, he just lit his own cigarette and put his hands on the railing beside me. His chocolate 
brown eyes were full of love and concern and compassion as he looked at me; | could tell how bad he felt, it 
was written all over his face. After minutes, he quietly said, 

"Alice, you know | would never hurt you, right? I'm so sorry, | should have known, | just didn't think .. And don't 
you ever say its your fault. Being raped wasn't your fault, and neither is your reaction. | love you, I'm here 


for you, to help you through ... anything, everything." 


| said, just as quietly, 

"I know, I'm sorry | freaked like that. It's just that, damn it, you just happened to use the exact phrase that ... 
He did. And when | felt that vibrator | snapped. It wasn't you anymore, trying to bring me pleasure. It was 
them, ramming all sorts of things in me just to hurt me, see how much | could stand. Fuck, | really thought | 
was past it." 


He pulled me back inside then, laying us both down on the bed, as | burrowed my head in his neck then and let 
him wrap me in his lean, strong arms, trapping his legs between my own and pressing my body tight against 
his. Like so many times before, he pressed me tight against him, rubbing my back, calming me, softly saying, 
"Shhh, its okay. No need to be sorry, gonna be okay.’ 

| lifted my head, pressed a kiss to his lips and whispered, 

"Make love to me, | need you, baby." 


He rolled my gently onto my back and leaned down to kiss me, drawing my lips into his warm mouth. Our 
Tongues danced around eachother and | felt him pressing his fingers against my hole. | closed my eyes for a 
moment before looking down at my body, relishing the sight of his fingers fucking my ass, working themselves 
in and outwith fervor. | gasped at the pure beauty of it. 


"Steven, you make me feel amazing.” 


| groaned and felt myself open further, pulling those long fingers deeper into me and thrusting and clenching 
feverishly His finger fucked me for a long time before he moved them to slide his erection in. | groaned at the 
snsation of his entire length sliding all the way in, so deep and strong. He held himself above me with his arms 
outstretched. | ran my hands up and down them, feeling his muscles straining. | dropped my hands then to pull 
my legs as close to my chest as possible, and thrusting upwards to meet his thrusts, frantic for more 
contact, desperately bringing him deep inside me. We kissed again, stopping every once in a while to moan into 
eachother's mouths and whisper endearments. He let out one of those patented shrieks as he filled my 
clenching passage with his essence; seconds later | arched my back and poured out onto his stomach. We 


clasped eachother tightly while our orgasms sent tremors throughout our bodies. 


We drifted to sleep then, with not another word spoken. | leaned into his affectionate embrace, and fell asleep 


listening to his heartbeat beneath his chest, pulling the light blanket up over our shoulders, and clinging to him 


like a drowning man to a life preserver. 


| woke sometime later, wrapped tightly around Steven's body, snuggling closer to his warmth. | lifted the 
covers to look at his lean body and was newly amazed at its' beauty. There wasn't an ounce of fat on him, just 
leanness and hard muscle. | ran my hands delicately over him, his forehead, down his nose, rubbing my fingers 
over those sensuous lips. | let my hand follow his jawline, down his neck, over his collarbone and on down his 
chest and stomach, over his hips. | threaded my fingers through his curly, golden brown pubic hair and traced 
over his soft penis, resting against his leg. | progressed down his legs, reaching under to caress the backs of 
his knees before trailing down to slide my fingers through his toes, chuckling at the pink nailpolish on the nails. 
He wiggled his toes when | touched them and | heard him sigh contentedly. his warm, brown eyes were open, 
sleepily watching me, when | moved back up his body to lay my head on his chest, tucking my head under his 
chin as he wrapped his arms around me. 


"| love you, too, Alice." 


| sighed into his neck, 
"I just realized how lucky | am to have you, after everything. And how beautiful you are. Its overwhelming, 


Steven. In a good way." 


He hugged me tighter and said, 


"I know, Alice. | feel the same way, babe." 
We drifted to sleep again, basking in the afterglow. 


When | woke in the morning, | was stretched diagonally across the bed and heard Steven at the piano. | pullled 
jeans and a t shirt on and went downstairs. | watched Steven play for a while before coming behind him and 
leaning down to kiss him, he raised his head to kiss me back, continuing to play. | went to the kitchen, taking his 
cup with me. When I'd refilled his cup and fixed my own, came back and sat next to him on the bench. He 
stopped playing and swung one leg over the bench; | did the same and we sipped our coffee while looking into 
eachother's eyes. | took a breath, dropped my eyes and raised them again to see Steven looking at me 
curiously. 


"What's up, baby? You alright?" 
| took another sip, another breath, and lit up a smoke before | answered, 
"Steven, you make me amazingly happy, and | think we're in the best place we've ever been, but," 


My head dropped to my chin again, making my hair fall forward. Steven threaded his fingers through it and 
lifted my chin. Concern showed on his face, knitting his eyebrows together. 


"But? How could there be a ‘but; Alice, | don't understand .." 


| sighed and grasped his fingers, needing his warm, reassuring touch before | continued, 


| need to know .. | know | was real bad this last time with the pills and the booze. There are so many empty 


spaces in my memory of that .. will you, can you tell me about it? How bad | was, please?" 


He sighed and closed his eyes briefly before squeezing my hand and starting to get up, pulling me with him. He 
softly said, 


"Okay, Alice, but lets get some more coffee and get comfortable. It's going to take a while, and it's ... not 


pretty.” 


We prepared a tray with coffee, fresh cups, creamerand sugar, grabbed the cigarettes and ashtray and got 
settled on the oversized couch in the den. We lit up and sipped coffee quietly for a little while before he 
started, looking into my eyes. | told myself to meet his gaze no matter what he said, that | owed him that 
much, at the very least. 


"Well, as you know, we got on the plane to come here and you passed out before we landed. | didn't know then, 
that you were overdoing your pills, | just thought you were worn out. | barely got you off the plane and into a 
cab. When we got here, you couldn't even walk; even with my help. | had to carry you in the house. When | set 
you down you started wandering around. I'd told you | was going to put you to bed, and you'd said okay, so | 
didn't understand what you were doing until you started pulling your dick out. Well, trying to, anyway. You told 
me you had to pee and | said you couldn't do that in the living room. So | took you to the bathroom and had to 
help you, you know, aim and what - not. You passed out for a while and when you woke up you took a bath. | 


had fallen asleep but woke up when | heard you gurgling water and thrashing.’ 
His eyes filled with tears at the memory but he shook himself and forced himself to go on 


"| pulled you out and that was when | realized you were stoned and | came down hard on you, until you started 
puking, that is. | put you To bed, after telling you | couldn't watch you do this. Joe came over while you were 
out, and told me he caught you drinking at his place and that you'd made a pass at him. | guess you must've 
heard him cause when | came up to check on you, you'd slashed your wrists and throat. There was blood 
everywhere, you weren't breathing. 

It scared the hell out of me, see you just laying there naked, pale, and bleeding on my bedroom floor. | was 
screaming. | was terrified and Joe had to help me pull it together. He's the one that called the ambulance and 
he drove me there. Then you wouldn't see us, me, and that tore at my heart. They told me you tried to hang 
yourself, and .. fuck, Alice, | lost it. | couldn't fathom why you'd want to kill yourself, and in such, gruesome 
fashion. It was like you were bringing the stage executions to real life, and you were so .. determined. | couldn't 


fathom, can't fathom, living with you." 


A pack of cigareetes and a pot of coffee later, he took a deep breath - both of our eyes had filled with tears 
- and took my face in his hands. | looped my arms around his neck and pulled him to me as sobs started 

wracking his slender frame. My hands ran over his back, smoothed his hair, and returned to his back in what | 
hoped were soothing gestures. He buried his face in my neck and let out all the frustration he hadn't been able 


to while he'd been administering to me. 


| murmured, 


‘I'm so sorry, baby. I'm sorry | put you through all that, I'd take it all back, if | could, damn," 


Then | started crying along with him, and we clung to eachother with an intensity we'd never known before. 


